"What do you keep on telling your customers that
old lie for?" he asked, "Everybody knows what you are
doing.'5

The proprietor cackled agaiii^ gloating upon the bot-
tle* "Yes, sir," lie repeated^ "he's sure some joker,
Well, you boys have got plenty of time, but I got to
get on back and keep things running."

"Go ahead," MacCallum told him, and the proprietor
made himself a toddy. He raised the glass^ stirring it
and sniffing it alternately, while the others followed
suit. Then he removed his spoon and laid it on the
table.

"Well, I hate to hurry a good thing mighty bad/'
he said^ "but business don't wait on pleasure, you
know."

"Work does interfere with a man^s drinking," Mac-
Callum agreed.

"Yes, sir, it sure does/9 the other replied. He raised
his glass. "Your fathers good health," he said and
drank. "I don't see the old gentleman in town much9
nowadays."

"No," MacCallum answered^ "he ain^t never got over
Buddy being in the Yankee army. Claims he ain't
coming to town again until the Democratic party denies
Wood row Wilson."

"It'll be the best thing they ever done, if they was
to recall him and elect a man like Debs or Senator
Vardamaii president/9 the proprietor agreed sagely.
"Well, that sure was fine. Henry's sure a wonder, ain't
he?" He set his glass down and turned to the door,
"Well, you boys make yourselves at home. If you want
anything, just call Houston." And he bustled out at
his distracted trot.

Sit dowB5" MacCallum said. He drew up a chair,
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